CHAPTER   XXXVII.

EXPERIENCE IN A SAND-STORM.

ALL that was needed now to complete our Saharian ex-
/\   perience was  another  sirocco, with  which  we  would
willingly have dispensed;  but an irritating dryness in
the atmosphere as we were nearing our tent at Lichana became,
later in the evening, unmistakable.    We had had a hard day
of it, and retired early, for we were to be up at sunrise next
morning in order to reach Biskra before mid-day breakfast   .At
midnight the storm announced its approach by a terrific roar-
ing through the palm grove.    Our soldiers' tent collapsed over
them, and they came to steady our own, which seemed threat-
ened with destruction.    They tightened the ropes and placed
heavy stones on the edges of the tent    For some time I had
an illusion that my good friend was kicking and pinching me
in his restless sleep, but by feeling about in the dense darkness
I finally discovered that I was getting all these kicks and cuffs
from the heavy tent, which was violently agitated by the wind..
I was curious to know how matters  stood without, and with
some difficulty managed to peep from the tent, at the risk of
being half blinded by the whirling sand; but the weird scene
was fascinating, and  I looked again and again, avoiding each
fresh gust of wind.    The sky at times, when there was a lull
in the wind and the veil of floating sand was less thick, was of
a leaden blue and thickly studded with star's; the moon, at its